station to bid farewell to the general and his
army. On this occasion an American
resident resorted to the place, expecting to
witness loud demonstrations, as the nation
itself was highly excited and there were
fathers, mothers, and sweethearts of the
soldiers in the crowd The American was
strangely disappointed; for as the whistle
blew and the train began to move, the hats
of thousands of people were silently taken off
and their heads bowed in reverential fare-
well ; no waving of handkerchiefs, no word
uttered, but deep silence in which only an
attentive ear could catch a few broken sobs.
In domestic life, too, I know of a father who
spent whole nights listening to the breathing
of a sick child, standing behind the door that
he might not be caught in such an act of
parental weakness 1 I know of a mother
who, in her last moments, refrained from
sending for her son, that he might not be
disturbed in his studies. Our history and
everyday life are replete with examples of
heroic matrons who can well bear com-
parison with some of the most touching pages
of Plutarch. Among our peasantry an Ian
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